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RANCHING IN NEW MEXICO, 1886-90
By A. B. W ADLEIGH*
y people had always stuck to the Atlantic Coast; my

M father's family was from Maine, and my mother's from
Philadelphia. As a matter of fact I do not believe that any
of them had ever been west of the Mississippi river; to them,
Pittsburgh was West. From the time that I began to read,
I preferred books about the West: travel, history and fiction.
It happened that I went to school in Racine, Wisconsin,
where there were sons of several of the Pioneers of the Far
West: Paxton, whose father was a big cowman and plainsman; Kuykendall, whose father had been a Pony Express
Rider. The tales I heard from them made me decide that
when I was old enough I would follow their trail.
When I was about sixteen years old, I heard that a friend
of the family had decided to invest in a cow ranch in New
Mexico; this was my chance. After much persuasion my
mother gave her consent to my starting out. I was pretty
strong and husky for my age and of course considered
myself a man. What a grand time I had selecting and buying
my outfit: blankets, flannel shirts and strong clothes, no
khaki in those days; a forty-four Winchester rifle, a fortyfive Colt revolver, which I afterwards traded for a fortyfour, so that I used the same cartridges for both, with a
good supply of ammunition and a reloading outfit.
Early in April of 1886, I left by the way of Chicago for
Socorro, New Mexico, a six day trip. I left Chicago at night,
• 3213 E. Presidio Dr.• Tucson, Arizona.

1

2

NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL REVIEW

arriving at Kansas City some time the next day. From the
first crack of dawn I had my eyes glued to the car window:
everything was new and different; at last I was in the real
West, the Great American Desert that I had read and
dreamed about.
West of Topeka the towns were small and scattering:
Dodge City, not long past its hectic days; Garden City with
more lots staked out than houses; here and there a sod
house, at every stop cowboys and ranchers. Fort Lyon, one
of the early frontier posts, could be seen among the trees.
I am not sure whether it was abandoned or not. Early one
morning as we neared La Junta, Pike's Peak loomed up in
the west, the wonderful Rockies at last. Soon we were at
Trinidad with its Fisher's Peak, scene of an Indian fight,
up the grade along the Old Santa Fe Trail, past Uncle Bob
Watson's cabin-it was a hard climb; we had, I think, three
locomotives; then through Raton Tunnel to Raton and New
Mexico, on past Springer and Wagon Mound, with wonderful views of the Spanish Peaks to the north, into Las Vegas,
where I had my first sight of Mexicans, on down to the Rio
Pecos; to the south we could see Starvation Peak; then up a
hard grade to the Glorieta Pass, through Apache Canyon
down to the Rio Grande. At Albuquerque we had to change.
This was not much of a place then, almost no houses east of
the track and, so far as I could see, only a few stores and
houses along Railroad Ave. on the way to Old Albuquerque.
Early the next morning we arrived at Socorro, which was
to be the end of my railroad journey.
There I was met by Curwen, who was one of the partners
in the ranch that I was headed for. He took me to the old
Windsor Hotel run by Henry Lockhart, well known in this
country and a fine host. Socorro was a typical New Mexican
town. The houses were built of adobe (sundried bricks),
with a Park or Plaza in the middle of the town, which,
except for a few modern and ugly buildings, looks much the
same today. There is an old church there.
We spent several days here while I got the rest of my
outfit. Curwen thought I had better buy a horse and saddle,
which I did from a busted cowpuncher, the whole outfit cost-
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ing me seventy-five dollars. The horse was a raw-boned
buckskin, thin and hard looking, but, as I thought, he turned
out to be a fine animal and carried me many a mile, a good
saddle pony; fortunately for me he was too much ridden
down to try any stunts. I was to go west to Magdalena,
which was thirty-five miles or more. I was to ride with
a cowboy who was going that way, but unfortunately he got
drunk the night before, so it was go by myself or wait.
There was what was called a well defined trail over the
mountains, which was supposed to cut off a good many
miles from the wagon road. I was shown a Peak alongside
of which the trail led and was told of another landmark
which I could see when I got to the top of the divide.
I was a mighty proud boy the next morning when I got
an early start on my way, Stetson hat, high heeled boots,
chaps, a big gun in the belt around my waist, a rifle in its
scabbard under my right leg. If there ever was a foolhardy
tenderfoot, I was one. I had ridden horses a little on my
Grandmother's farm, but could hardly be called a horseman;
nevertheless I had the nerve or perhaps the lack of sense
to start on a thirty mile ride, over a trail which was mostly
not there, and a rough trail it was, up the side of mountains,
along deep canyons where a misstep would mean a drop
of many hundred feet; it is a wonder that I ever arrived at
my destination. I did get to the top. at last and saw my
landmark, which looked only a few miles off; by that time
I was pretty tired and sore. I had taken with me a couple
of sandwiches and a canteen of water which helped some.
After a couple hours more of riding, I had then been in
the saddle about five hqurs, my horse played out so I walked
and led him. I soon foupd out why cowboys never like to
walk, every step was agony, and the more I walked the
farther off my landmark got; I was foot sore, saddle sore,
worn out and scared, but I kept on; finally, just as it was
getting dark, I struck a road which I hoped led to Magdalena. I had not seen a soul all day,· About nine o'clock I
staggered in.
Curwen who had gone by train was getting worried, but
had not started to look for me. After I had gotten some food
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I went to bed. I thought I was sore then, but the next morning I could not get out of my bed, every bone, every muscle
in my body was sore; I could not take a hot bath because
there was no such thing. I did manage to get someone to
rub me with liniment and I finally got as far as the dining
room. I do not want to throw any bouquets at myself, but
I doubt whether many other kids, who had been brought
up as I was, would ever have made the trip. If I had known
what it was to be, I would never have tried it and no one
with good sense would have let me try it.
Magdalena was not much of a town to look at, probably
a dozen or fifteen houses, including a Hotel, five or six
saloons, a couple of small stores and the large store of
Gross, Blackwell & Co., who were the general outfitters for
the surrounding country. The town was the shipping and
distributing point for an enormous country to the west,
as large as some of the eastern states. It was tough because
the country was tough. Nearby on the Magdalena Mountains was Kelly, a mining camp, which at that time employed a good many men; great ore wagons pulled by sixteen
horses or mules took the ore to the railroad at Magdalena
and hauled supplies back. There was never much love lost
between the miners and the cowboys, so rows were common
between them, often ending in gun play.
Everyone went armed. You were not dressed without a
belt full of cartridges and a six shooter. The gun scabbard
hung low on the right thigh, usually with the end tied down
to allow the gun to be pulled out easily. I want to say that
although the country was full of rustlers and bad men, I
don't every remember seeing such an animal as a two-gun
man, though I do not doubt but that some carried a small
gun in a shoulder scabbard inside of their shirts. I never
heard of a two-gun man until the Hollywood and the Drug
Store Cowboy came on the scene. As our outfit was a new
one, just starting, there were several four horse teams being
loaded with various supplies for the ranch. Curwen and a
couple of his boys rode to the ranch, leaving me to come
with a neighbor in a buckboard as I was still pretty well
crippled and the ranch was forty miles from town. After
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loading the buckboard with various articles, including a
stray cowboy and a good supply of whiskey, we left town.
. The driver was a cowman well known in the country for
his many escapades as well as for his team of runaway
mules. Captain M. was a product of the early cattle days
in Texas, a good man to his friends and a bad one to his
enemies. Of course every cow outfit before leaving town
loaded up with whiskey, inside and out. My companions
were hilarious and no doubt more pleased to have a chance
to show a tenderfoot a good time. The mules were jumping
and pitching while we got in the wagon, then they were
turned loose. I am sure for the first mile we never touched
the ground, the wagon going from one side of the road to
the other. When the team began to tire and settle down the
Captain began to shoot at their heels, as did several cow
punchers who were riding along side of us ; all I could do was
to look on and hold on. Every few miles all hands would
stop and take a drink from one of the numerous bottles of
which there seemed to be an unending supply. Notwithstanding our wild trip we arrived at the Durfee ranch in
time for supper. Our final·destination was about five miles
from there up in the San Mateo Mountains, but as the big
teams had not arrived we stayed here all night, leaving for
our ranch early the next morning.
These were the days of the open range, there were no
fences anywhere. The different cow outfits bought or held
the few wells or water holes, this gave them free range for
miles. The cattle were branded and turned loose and often
strayed as much as a hundred miles from home.
Generally the ranches were known by their brand, our
brand being C-N; our home ranch was known as the C-N
ranch and all connected with it as the C-N outfit. The C-N
ranch was in the north end of the San Mateo Range, in a
wide canyon five or six miles from the plains and in a
rolling and partly timbered country. The ranch house was
a frame one; one large room ran the whole length of the
building, about twenty by forty feet; there were two small
rooms off of this in the front with a covered porch between
them; in the back was a dining room and a small kitchen.
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There were no beds but each man threw his bedroll on the
floor. The windows had' a sort of shield made of logs from
the ground up to the middle of the windows, put there in
case of an Indian attack. The house was on the trail that
the Apaches and Navajos used going from the north to the
south. To the north and west of us, at the mouth of the
canyon, were the San Augustine Plains, which were rather
oval in shape, probably one hundred and twenty-five miles
long and fifty miles wide at the widest part, with mountains
all around, an ideal cattle range; most of the water was in
the mountains, the cattle ranging as far as ten miles out
from the hills.
Ranch life in those days was pretty primitive; no radios,
no telephones, or automobiles; the nearest neighbors from
thirty to fifty miles away. Being a cow ranch there was
no milk or butter, no ice; canned milk was never seen, nor
were fresh vegetables or fruit. In summer, unless on
roundup, fresh meat was seldom provided. Coffee, bread
made from sour dough, salt pork (known as sow belly)
beans and potatoes, once in a while canned tomatoes or
corn, with as a great treat canned fruit or syrup, was the
regular diet. If the outfit was large enough to sport a cook,
sometimes one had cake, so called, or pie made from dried
fruit. If there was no cook, one of the boys acted as such,
usually taking turns, quantity not quality was the main
thing. The hours in summer were from before daylight often
till after dark, in winter the force was cut down; those kept
did odd jobs, fencing horse pastures, repairing pipe lines
and troughs or corrals. In the outlying camps, there were
usually two boys who rode imaginary lines, turning back
such cattle as were drifting too far.
There were many large cow outfits around us all the
way to the Arizona line, among them were the 7-H-L, the
Mule Shoe, the S-U, the H-V-T, the Wes Bruton and others.
Just east of us was a horse ranch belonging to Al Clemins.
Each outfit had its own watering places, but of course the
cattle mixed at will, only being separated and thrown back
on their own range in the summer roundup.
When I arrived at the ranch my first job was building
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wooden troughs for the cattle, getting large poles for the
corral and laying pipe lines, these lines were made of 1" x 4"
lumber with white leaded joints; we made miles of this. As
we were a new outfit just starting we had no cattle or
horses, except a few saddle ponies and work horses; after I
had been working for a couple of months, we bought a herd
of horses, about one hundred head. These horses were given
to me to herd. Every morning I took them out of the corral,
driving them to some place where the grass was good, seeing
that none strayed too far away; towards night I turned them
back to the ranch, getting them in the corral before dark.
This was not a hard job and I enjoyed it. I use to pick out
what seemed to be the gentle ones to ride. But one.morning
as I was getting ready to start the boys we're around the.
corral; they bantered me to ride a little black in the bunch.
While I did not much hanker for it, I was not going to show
that I was afraid. We got the saddle on and I tried to mount.
Before I had hardly gotten one foot in the stirrup the pony
began to buck and I was on the ground. The next try I got
into the saddle, but was thrown; after five attempts I managed to stick it out. I was pretty well shaken up .but I made
up my mind that I would show that I had the nerve to stay
with it. Of course this all furnished much amusement for the
boys. I had only been at the ranch a few days when the teams
and men were sent back to Magdalena for more supplies,
leaving me alone at the ranch. I thought it fine. During the
day a strange cowboy stoPPEld for a while; he told me a
lot about the Indians, who were supposed .to be out on the
warpath then, said that he had seen some Indian sign that
day as he came along. He also told me how the Indians
signalled to each other by imitating the cries of the birds
and animals, such as owls and coyotes.
I got my supper, but when it began to get dark I was
pretty nervous. I do not suppose that I had ever been actually alone in my life; here I was miles away from a human
being. I heard lots of funny noises and just as I got into
my bed, which 'was in the middle of the room, I heard what
I knew must be a coyote and a weird sound they make; then
that most mournful cry, that of a Boo Owl-was I scared,
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I can feel it yet, how every hair on my head stood straight
on end. I do not think that I slept any that night, every
minute I expected to hear a shot or a war whoop. How glad
I was when morning came and I found that I still had my
scalp lock. I sure dreaded another night of it but just about
dark the teams drove up so I was spared.
About eight miles from the home ranch, in the next canyon where it opened out on the plains, were a lot of big
rocks, the place being called Point of Rocks. I had worked
the horses out there as the grass was good and was letting
them graze around. Just as I was sitting down to eat my
lunch I saw a little way from the rest of the herd a couple
of horses which I thought were wandering too far from
the main bunch. I jumped on my horse and started after
them. When I was about two hundred yards from some
rocks; which stuck up, two Indians stepped out from behind
the rocks and started shooting at me. I had not lost any
Indians, so I rode as fast as I could to the horse herd and
started them home on the run. When I had gotten them
into the canyon I rode as hard as I could to the ranch for
help, fortunately there were several boys there. We started
back to the place where I had seen the Indians. When we
got there we found the tracks of the two horses but the
Indians were gone. A few days afterwards we heard that
there had been a raid to the west· and south of us, several
ranchers having been killed.
A short time after this Curwen, who was aWaY, wrote to
us that he had contracted for several hundred head of cows
and calves, which were to be delivered at San Antonio, New
Mexico, a town between eighty and a hundred miles from
the ranch. The foreman, whose name was El, and who was
an old Texas cow hand, ~ good cow man and a real fellow
to work with, got the outfit together, five or six boys, about
fifty horses, a cook or grub wagon, and a cook. It took us
three days to get to our destination; the next day the cattle
arrived and we started for the ranch. It took us eight or
ten days to get home as the cows were poor and we had
to go slowly. When we arrived at the ranch, all the cows
and calves had to be branded with the C-N; this was hard
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hot work. As the cattle were branded they were turned out
on the range, but for a few days they were herded and
driven back to the corral for salt and water until they
were used to the range.
It is a funny thing but cows and horses will often go
back for long distances to the range they were raised on.
The fact that we had bought some cattle along the Rio
Grande, more than a hundred miles away, gave us lots of
extra work as they kept straying back and we had to go
after them. It was hard to work the river country where
there were lots of small farms mostly fenced; whenever a
cow happened to break into a fenced field there was always
a row and damages to pay, and the Mexicans were not any
too friendly, which made it harder. Several times at night,
we broke open their corrals where they had our cattle
penned and drove them to the hills; occasionally we were
shot at, which shots we were certain to' return. It got so
that a lone cowboy was not safe in any of the Mexican
towns. Most of the boys were Texans, w~o looked on the
Mexicans as an inferior people, and they were generally
overbearing and ready for a fight.
After we had gotten the cattle branded and turned out,
I was sent about five miles from the home ranch to another
canyon to start a horse camp. First we built a small frame
house near a spring. I was left there with a deaf mute for
a partner. Our first job was to make some troughs and pipe
water several miles down the canyon; when this job was
finished, we cut fence posts and set them around six hundred and forty acres, quite a job for two men. Dummy and
I got on fine, but he kept me busy at night writing on his
little tablet as he was a great talker in this way. I began
to get pretty good at talking with my hands. I did all the
cooking and soon was a fair camp cook.
All through this part of the county there was lots of
game" bear, deer, turkey, and out on the plains and along
the foothills there were thousands of, antelope. The latter
fed along with the cattle and were pretty tame. One day
.£ found a little antelope fawn which I roped and took back
to the ranch with me; it soon became tame and stayea
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around the ranch until it became grown, when one night it
disappeared. It made a great pet but was into everything
and was rather a nuisance. Another time I roped a turkey
gobbler, getting it around a wing; it was a huge one weighing more than twenty-five pounds; we had a grand dinner
out of it.
About the middle of the summer the outfit went to join
a -roundup, which was to work our country. On a certain
day all concerned were to meet at a place about thirty miles
from the ranch, on the other side of the plains and started
from there. Our outfit consisted of a grub wagon, which
was an ordinary springless farm wagon with a canvas cover;
at the rear end a box was built about four feet higher than
the wagon bed, arranged with shelves and small compartments and about three feet deep; the back was on hinges
with a swinging leg which when let down served as a table
on' which the cook worked. The various compartments of
the box were used to carry the grub and various eating
and cooking utensils; between the seat and the grub box,
heavy supplies and utensils were carried, also the bedrolls
of the boys.
A bedroll usually consisted of a canvas sheet or tarpaulin, in which were placed such bedding as the owner had,
along with his personal effects; the tarpaulin doubled back
so as to make a more or less rainproof bed. Each morning
these bedrolls were rolled up and tied, then thrown into
the wagon. The wagon, which was pulled by four horses
was driven by the cook. On 'each side of the wagon bed a
water barrel was usually fastened, and as well as innumerable buckets, which were swung underneath or tied on the
side. We had five or six riders, each one of which had his
"string" of five to eight horses which had been assigned
to him, none of these even the boss could ride without his
permission.
Far-off outfits usually send one or two boys who were
called "Reps," and were assigned to one of the wagons, so
that there might be from ten to fifteen boys with each wagon
to be cooked for. Of course all of the cooking had to be done
on an open fire; the meat and bread were cooked in big
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Dutch ovens, huge pots of coffee were always on the fire;
sometimes the meat was roasted on a sort of spit over the
coals.
The day we arrived at the rendezvous we found that
several of the outfits had not showed up, so we decided to
camp and wait for them. This time was spent in various
ways, shoeing horses and all sorts of cowboy sports, foot
races, horse races, roping and shooting at a mark. There
was not a really· good shot in the outfit, in fact I found that
very few cowboys really were. After all who were expected
had arrived, the bosses elected a captain of the roundup,
always an experienced cowman, who knew the country
which was to be worked. He had absolute say about everything; usually the man whose range was being worked was
sort of Chief of Staff.
The next morning before daylight we had breakfast,
the horses were driven up, when each rider picked out and
saddled the horse he was going to ride. The Captain then
designated where the next camp was to be, usually ten or
more miles away, how far depended on the lay of the iand
and the number of cattle. Each pair or squad would ride to
the point indicated for them, then turn and drive all the
cattle they saw to the point of the roundup, usually getting
in about noon. All of the cattle were then thrown into a
herd, some of the boys holding them. while the others ate
lunch. After this the hard work began, the herd was divided,
or cut as it is called; if it was a summer roundup, the
cows and calves were put in one bunch, the calves being
branded, the animals which belonged on this range were
turned loose, those which were away from their own range
were put into a separate herd called the "Hold." By the
time this was all done it was supper time, if not after dark.
The "Hold" herd was driven to a level spot nearby and the
cowboys divided into watches, usually each watch guarded
the herd for two hours when they called the next watch
to relieve them-good weather or bad, it was all the same.
Often some small noise would scare the cattle and then
the thing which all cowmen dreaded, a stampede, was on.
The cattle would run for miles before they could be turned.
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This was dangerous work, riding at top speed in the dark
over unknown ground with a bunch of wild cattle after you;
if your horse stumbled and threw you, you would be killed
or at least badly hurt by the cattle who would run right
over you. The only thing to be done was, if possible, to get
in the lead, then by shooting, yelling or waving your coat
or slicker, turn the leaders, so that the bunch would run in
a circle, called milling; after a while they would quiet down
so that they could be held till daylight. Often the whole herd
scattered so that all the work of gathering had to be done
over again. I remember one night, dark and stormy, when
there was a stampede, the cattle ran straight for camp; the
cook, who was getting breakfast, had a hard time saving
himself; as it was the cattle ran right through the fire where
the cook had all his meal cooking, scattering pots and pans
and grub all over the landscape. Only one who has been
through a stampede, especially of a bunch of wild steers,
knows what a wild and thrilling thing it is.
We managed to get through this roundup without any
great trouble and after about eight weeks' work came back
to our own ranch, driving such of our brand as we had
picked up. While we were away the men who were left
home had been riding the range, branding calves, treating
the stock for screw worms, pulling them out of bog holes,
keeping busy all the time.
One day I rode up toa bog hole, where I found a poor
old skinny cow down in the mud; throwing my rope over
her horns I pulled her out with my pony. I had trouble in
getting my rope off of her so I got down off of the pony,
thinking that the cow was too weak to bother me, but when
I got the rope off of her horns she started after me. I was
some little distance from my horse, which was standing
with his bridle reins down. The only way I could keep from
getting hooked was to grab the cow's tail, she being too
weak to throw me off, so there we went round and round in
a circle. It was a question which of us was the most played
out. I managed to work her over near my horse; giving her
a pull which threw her on her haunches, I was able to get
on the horse. The old lady took after us and it was only
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by a hard ride that I was able to keep the horse from being
gored.
Late that fall, three of us were sent to look after any
cattle that had drifted back to the Rio Grande. We went to
San Marcial and worked from there north, having lots of
fun but much trouble with the Mexicans. At one place we
found several of our cows and calves hidden out in an old
adobe, some had their brands burned over; of course we
took them. Soon about a dozen Mexicans came after us
shooting as they came, so we had to shoot our way out; no
one was hurt and we got the cattle away but we thought
it best to keep on going to our own range. I afterwards
found out that the Mexicans had sworn out warrants against
us and if we had been caught there would have been serious
trouble.
All during this spring and summer there were numerous
Indian rumors. It was reported that a number of Navajos,
who were to the north of us, had broken out and were stealing horses and cattle and killing ranchers; also to the southwest the Apaches were raiding and killing some people. We
were never troubled with them but we were always on the
lookout.
One day one of the neighbors and I started to town in
a buckboard; as we crossed the north end of the plain we
saw what be believed to be a bunch of Indians coming from
the north who were evidently trying to head us off. We
naturally thought that our time had come, but we were well
armed and resolved to sell our lives as dearly as possible,
My partner, who was an old plainsman, told me to drive
as fast as I could and he would do the shooting. We hoped
to reach the timber before they could get to us. Believe me
those mules of ours made time but as we swung down a
draw We saw the Indians ahead of us on both sides of the
road; there was no use trying to go farther, so we pulled
to one side where there were a few rocks and got behind,
the wagon. Soon the Indians saw us and started towards
us on the run; just as we were about to shoot, the bunch
stopped and one of them rode ahead holding up his right
hand. This is the peace sign, so we waited until he came
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up; he said that they were a bunch of scouts, and I could
see that he had on a uniform. We were certainly relieved
and such a laugh as the Indians gave us; soon after a squad
of cavalry with a lieutenant in command rode up. 'We were
pretty badly scared for if they had been hostiles we would
not have had a chance in the world. This was the last time
I ever saw any Indians in this section.
When winter came the force was cut down, so I decided
that I would camp for the winter at a place back up in
the mountains, where I could get some hunting as well as
to see just how it went to camp off by myself. The spot which
r had picked out had an old Jog house on it in fair repair;
there was a fine big fireplace in it, which was an attraction.
All of this together with a good spring close by made it
an ideal place. I took a trip to town where I laid in a stock
of grub and ammunition, enough to last me for several
months, as I might get snowed in and could. not tell when I
would have another chance ~o get any. I had a collie dog
and a little roan pony called Babe who was a great pet. I
had bought a little supply of feed for him. At night I turned
him loose with a bell on; early in the morning, too early
sometimes, he would come to the door, shake his head so
that the bell would ring and keep this up until I came out
and fed him. The horse and dog were great friends and
they were great company for me. Before very long considerable snow fell and it got pretty cold, but I did not
mind that as I had laid in a good supply of wood. I was in
a fine game country, I could get a deer at any time, with an
occasional turkey and one bear.
1 was well up in the San Mateo Mountains about half
way up the slope, near the head of one of the canyons; back
of me over the divide was a beautiful canyon, called Water
Canyon, which ran for miles through the center of the range.
It had running water and sometimes opened out into large
meadows; there were plenty of trees, big pines, firs, spruce,
mountain ash; and quaking aspen. Up where I was, in fact
for miles below, there were no ranches and the country was
wild and beautiful, full of wild cattle as well as all sorts
of game. This would have been an ideal spot for a summer
°
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camp but it was a hard climb to get into the canyon and
just as hard to get out, there was not even a trail. 1 often
wanted to follow down to the mouth of this canyon but
never had a chance. At times I got lonesome, for weeks at
a time I did not see a soul, but with plenty to eat and plenty
to read I managed to stick it out for three or four months.
I was now getting to be a pretty good cook, so when I
got back to the outfit I was given the job of cook. As soon
as the grass was good enough we started out on a roundup
with me installed as cook on the grub wagon; it was a hard
job. We did have a little excitement on this trip. We had
<;amped one night near Magdalena; this meant that three
or four dozen cowboys rode into town to see just how good
a time they could have. As we had some pretty hard characters in the bunch, several having been members of Billy
the Kids gang (the Detrick Brothers) there was considerable drinking and rough stuff. A bunch of us were in a
saloon and gambling house when one of 'the boys got into
a row with a barkeeper. After some words, which I did not
hear, the barkeeper reached for his gun and shot the other
JP.an, who in turn shot him, both of them falling dead. At
this several of the cowboys pulled their guns and a general
fight was on between them and the gamblers. The crowd I
was with ran out and got on our horses ; some of the saloon
men followed us out and started shooting at us, which shots
you may be sure we returned, so bullets 'were coming pretty
thick and fast, but none of our bunch was hit; the net result
of the fight was three men dead and a couple more wounded.
The next night the whole outfit rode into town and gave
the proprietor of the saloon the choice of leaving town or
getting hung; he chose the former, but I always thought it
was a pity we gave him any choice as he was a bad man and
better out of the way. This sort of row was not unusual in
the towns when drinking and gambling was going on.
About the time that we got back to the ranch, the other
partner had come out from Philadelphia with a new wife;
of course this caused considerable excitement as women were
a scarce article around a cow ranch in those days. Everything was cleaned up and we were all on our best behavior.
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The house was washed out, beds brought from town, also
a woman cook, who did not last long, so much to my disgust
I got the job.
We drove up a. couple of cows to milk; both were wild
range cows that never had been milked and of course objected very seriously. It was necessary to tie their heads to
the fence, then by taking a small bucket in one hand, putting your head against the cows flank to keep her from
kicking, using the other hand to milk, if you had luck you
would get a couple of pints of milk. The pail was just as
apt to get kicked and the milk spilled as not. It was considered quite a spectacle to watch the performance and
the milker was given plenty of good advice as to the proper
method. The doctor's wife thought all of this a very cruel
and unnecessary performance and was sure she knew a
better way.
One morning I saw her going out to the corral with a
bucket and some sort of a small three-legged stool, which she
had persuaded one of the boys to make. I was mean enough
to say nothing as I had gotten all the blame for not getting
more milk and treating the cows badly. Of course she picked
out the worst cow to begin on; after much soothing talk and
considerable effort she put the stool on the wrong side of
the cow, sat down and started to milk, then things began
to happen; the cow gave a bawl, struck out with a hind foot
a~d there was a mixture of lady, bucket and stool scattered
around the corral. Fortunately the lady was not seriously
injured but never again were there any more remarks made
about my method of milking.
Early in the summer my cousin Walter, with whom I
had originally hoped to come west, but who had gotten
a year's start on me, came down for a visit. Walter had taken
up some land near Glorieta, about fifteen miles east of Santa
Fe. His ranch was up in the mountains twenty-two miles by
road from Glorieta. I was getting a little dissatisfied with
things where I was, so I decided to go back with Walter and
if after looking things over liked it better to throw in with
him. I liked the country very much and after going into
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the matter decided that it would be to my interest to move
up with Walter, a decision I never regretted.
Walter was one of the finest men I ever knew, simple
minded, clean and as straight as a string. I had managed by
this time to get together a few head of cattle and I think
four horses, so Walter and I drove down from Glorieta with
his team prepared to drive my stock up to his place, a distance of two hundred miles. The roads were bad and what
was much worse a good deal of the distance was through
the Mexican settlements along the Rio Grande. We got an
early start from the C-N and drove about fifteen miles the
first day. One of us drove the team, usually with the spare
horses tied on behind the wagon, the other drove the cattle.
The second night we camped along side of a deep canyon,
through which the Rio Salado ran, starting down into the
canyon the next morning. As it was about the end of the
rainy season we had to look out for storms which we could
see all around us. We managed to get through the canyon;
it was hard work getting the wagon through as there was
not much road and what there was, was badly washe<.l. The
river had cut through solid rock for a distance of about five
miles, very narrow, with walls several hundred feet high.
We had to cross the stream a good many times and in some
cases had to pull the wagon with a saddle horse as well as
the team; Just after we had gotten to where the canyon
widened out, we heard a terrible roaring back of us. Looking up the canyon we could see an immense wall of water
mixed with trees etc. coming down. We lost no time in
getting onto high ground. If we had been fifteen minutes
later we would have lost all we had and probably our lives.
There had evidently been a cloudburst back up in the mountains. We drove a few miles further, then made a dry camp.
At night we would each take a six hour turn watching
the cattle, but they were usually pretty quiet, though I have
seen a herd of cattle just as tired stampede at the yelp of
a coyote, or some other unusual noise, and run for miles.
The next drive took us to the Rio Grande. We were only
fortunate enough on one occasion to find a place where we
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could pen our stock over night, but the rest of the nights
we had to stand guard. All the way up the river, which we
followed as far as the Indian town of Isleta, we had plenty
of trouble keeping the cattle out of Mexican corn fields, as
their fences never were much good to keep the cattle out.
One night we camped just below Isleta, where Walter and
I were both taken sick from eating too many grapes and
melons. The next morning, we had a lot of trouble getting
the cattle together as both of us had been too sick to care
much where they went. At noon we reached the place where
we had to ford the river, this was a hard job; however,alI
the Indians in the pueblo helped us so we finally got across.
Now we left the river and struck out for Tijeras canyon,
which runs between the Sandia (watermelon) and the
Manzano (apple tree) Mountains. After we had gone through
the then thriving mining camp of San Pedro, we struck the
plains east of the mountains, making as nearly as we could
a beeline for Glorieta, about fifty miles away. From now on
things went fine except that when we struck the timber
we lost our way, this made us lose one day.
After two days' rest in Glorieta we started for the ranch,
glad indeed to have our trip over. It was a hard task for two
men.
Walter's ranch was right up in the mountains, the elevation being over six thousand feet; a little stream, Bull Creek,
ran through the ranch so we had plenty of water. The ranch
house was up a little side canyon, where there was a fine
spring. Here Walter had built two log cabins, these joined
with a roof making a porch. All of our neighbors were Mexicans who were a tough lot, belonging to the Order of Penitentes, who thought if they beat themselves on Good Friday
they could do any devilment they wanted to during the rest
of the year. The country was rough; .near the house were
many scrub oak trees, but up the canyon was plenty of big
timber. Game was. plentiful and we nearly always had fresh
meat. One morning, as I was going down the trail from the
house to the spring, I heard a noise on the side of the mountain just above me; there I saw, not over a hundred feet
away, a bear who was also going for water. He saw me
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about the same time that I saw him but by the time I had
gone to the house for a gun he was out of sight. I did not
care much for the site of the house and the country was
almost too rough for cattle but we managed to get along.
About this time, several Texas families moved in, about
seven miles west of us. After several visits back and forth,
I decided to move over and work Jor one of them,helping
to clear land and build a house. The ranch I went to was
along the side of a pretty little park of about fifty acres
right along side of a grove of quaken aspen, a beautiful spot.
The elevation was a little over ten thousand feet, with a fine
spring of the coldest water I ever drank right in front of
the house. The Texan had a large family. I think it was
fourteen children (the oldest girl about seventeen years old)
including two pair of twins. The man was a typical mover,
never satisfied, always looking for a better location. We
built a good two room log house and fenced several acres for
planting barley and potatoes.
To us who have all the conveniences and amusements of
the present day it is hard to understand or believe how these
pioneers lived. Turner and his wife, with their bunch of
children, along with another hired man and myself, all lived
in the little log house; the main part was about twenty feet
square with a small lean-to kitchen and a sort of attic over
the main room; the. men and boys slept upstairs over the
main room, the old man and Mrs. Turner with the girls and
small children slept below.
Mrs. Turner, who was about forty-five years old,. considering the hardships she had gone through, was a fine
looking woman, kind to everyone and gentle with the children. The food, such as it was, was clean and well cooked,
the house was kept as clean as was possible. Turner himself looked the typical frontiersman, over six feet tall and
well proportioned, with a long white beard. When he spoke
everyone jumped but at the same time he was fair and a good
man to work for and live with.
The family had been born and raised in eastern Texas,
Turner as a boy having fought in the Civil War. All of them
could read and write although Ida not believe that any of
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the children·had ever been to school. They belonged to the
Christian Church. Every night the old man read a chapter
of the Bible. They were against dancing and cards and were
honorable in their dealings except that the old man would
try to get the best of you in a horse trade. I never saw liquor
around the place, though when the old man went to town
he gellerally liquored up like the rest of us.
There was nothing in the way of amusement. We went
to bed as soon as it was dark and got up before daylight.
Turner had a pack of bear dogs, so we went on several bear
hunts. One day I was fortunate enough to get a grizzly,
which the dogs had treed. We lived on game, potatoes, beans
and coffee. The bread we had was made from sour dough
and the coffee more to be recommended for its strength than
flavor.
As soon as spring came Turner's feet began itching,
he had heard of a better place further on and decided that
he would pull out. He wanted me to go with them, but I
traded a couple of horses and some cows for the place and
decided to stay. In a few days we packed them in their
wagons, prairie schooners, and started them off. I went
with them for a day or two to help get their stock out of the
mountains. That was the last I ever saw or heard of them.
During the time that I was away, Walter had bought the
old Pigeon ranch at Glorieta. This place was along the Old
Santa Fe Trail. On it was a big adobe house about a hundred
feet long with two wings of fifty or more feet, with a high
adobe wall and stables in the rear. In the middle· of the
buildings was a patio in which were several trees; this had
a porch on the three sides after the Mexican manner. Along
the front of the house was a wide porch on the road. In the
early days this had been a stage station and was the scene
of many battles both with the Indians (Apache) and with
the outlaws. It also had a bad name as being the rendezvous
of gamblers and other tough characters; many a man was
killed for what he had and his body thrown out in the mountains. Right in front of the house the battle of Glorieta was
fought between the Colorado troops and the Texans, which
the former won. I have picked up many Minnie balls and
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small solid shot as well as stone arrowheads on the field.
Walter had gotten mixed up with a Mexican girl and ran
away with her, bringing her here; this meant more trouble
as the girl's people were a' bad lot. He sent word for me
to come and help him out as they had threatened to kill him,
so I spent several months there. We built another house off
the road and did some fencing and plowing. We had a lot
of trouble with the Mexicans at this time and always had
to be on the lookout for them. One morning I heard the
woman scream. and found that two men were trying to take
her off. I grabbed my rifle which was alongside of the door,
but was afraid to shoot for fear of hitting the woman;
however I did take one shot to the side which made the men
drop her,and jumping on their horses they rode off. I took
a coiIple of shots at them not particularly trying to hit them.
Another time I had two shots fired at me from behind a tree.
On the whole it was not particularly pleasant never to know
when a shot might hit me. During all this time I had been
anxious to get back to my ranch, so when Walter finally
made peace with the Mexicans, I went back.
The country around my ranch is the most beautiful
mountain scenery I have ever seen. Every canyon has running water, sometimes a quite large stream; the largest one,
the Rio Pecos was about two miles from my house.' The
streams were all full of trout. Way up to the north were the
Truchas Peaks, nearly fourteen ,thousand feet above sea
level, with their tops always covered with snow. Along the
canyons and streams were numerous wide places most of
which were settled by avery mixed lot of people.
Over the other side of the divide from me was Cow
Creek; here an Englishman had what he called a Ranch
School. For a good round sum per annum, he would take
young Englishmen and teach them cattle ranching. Asa
matter of fact, he had' only three or four milch cows and
a half a dozen horses, but he made the boys do all the work
and he certainly worked them hard. The man was disagreeable and did not want visitors, so I never went there but
once. He had a pretty place, five or six log houses, flower
and vegetable gardens and everything to make him and his
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wife comfortable. The students did not fare so well and
were not allowed off the place.
One of them, a boy named Lee, used to sneak off and
come to my ranch whenever he could. He was very anxious
to go into partnership with me, telling me that he soon would
be twenty-one and would come into a lot of money. He
finally did leave the school and came to live with me but
the money never came and I found out that all he wanted
was free board, so I ran him off. He wai? a typical remittance
man, lazy and worthless; his people were glad to make him
a small remittance each month to keep him out of England.
As soon as he got his money he would go to town and stay
drunk as long as it lasted.
I kept busy all fall and up to Christmas, making fence,
hunting and so forth. As I lived some twenty-five miles from
the post office, about once a month I used to ride in after
the mail. The postmaster at that time was a Catholic priest,
a pretty good Frenchman; he always insisted that I spend
the night, which I was glad to do as the old fellow had a
housekeeper who was a fine cook, then there was always
plenty of good wine and brandy to drink. It was pleasant
to have a chance to talk to an educated man once in a while.
Down below the ranch on the Pecos River there was a
small sawmill, so I got a job for a while hauling lumber
to the railroad, twenty-two miles away. We would go down
one day- and back the next, but the weather got so bad that
we had to quit
While I was away my house was broken into and all my
grub stolen, this happened several times. Once when I came
home, tired and hungry, I found that I had been cleaned
out. The custom of the country was,· that if you went to a
man's place and no one was home to go in and help yourself,
spending the night if you wanted to; the only thing you
were supposed to do was to clean up and leave as much wood
cut as you had used. Several times when I was on the C-N
ranch I have gotten back and found the house occupied. I
had a suspicion that the man who was robbing me was a
Russian who lived on the other side of the mountain.
One day I rode over there and took particular pains to
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tell the man I was leaving in the morning for Santa 'Fe, that
I had just gotten in a supply of grub and I hoped' that
no one would break in my house. The next morning I rode
down the trail towards the river, then back tracked into a lot
of burned timber that was in front· of the house, there I
hid. Sure enough I had not been there more than an hour
when the Russian rode up, looked around, saw that my
saddle was gone and that my tracks went down the hill;
then he took a hammer and started to break the padlock
on the door. I took a good aim with my rifle and let go. I
hit the padlock and Mr. Russian took to the woods. I never
saw him around again nor did I have any more trouble with
thIeves.
As a great treat, once in a while I would ride into Santa
Fe; which was a long day's ride. I was able to get a little
insight into the old Army life, for at this time the Tenth
U. S. Infantry was stationed at what was called Fort Marcy,
though the barracks were in the middle of the town. This
was the headquarters of the regiment, which meant that
the band and three of four companies were here. All of this
made some social life and as I had met some of the officers
and their families I enjoyed going there. The band played in
the plaza every night and there were numerous parties and
dances. At one time I thought very seriously of enlisting and
working for a commission but my friends among the officers
persuaded me against it. Many of these men were later killed
in Cuba, at San Juan HilL On one of my trips I met some
cousins from Pennsylvania who were on their w~y to California; they were in a private car and I spent several
pleasant days with them.
I was much surprised to be asked by the people who ran
the sawmill if I would take charge of the school at the mill;
there were some seven or eight children from six to sixteen
years old. I had never tried anything of the kind but as I
seemed to be about the only one in the neighborhood who
had any schooling, I agreed to try it. I stuck at this for a
couple, of months and seemed to be fairly successful, but I
could not stand being indoors. Returning to my ranch, as it
was getting towards winter, I spent my time fencing, cut-
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ting fire' wood and breaking ground, which I did with two
yoke of oxen, becoming quite an expert Bull Whacker.
One day I started down to the mill, about two miles,
to see if there was any mail. While there I met a very
pleasant man and wife who had just settled a few miles up
the river, they having come out from Chicago a short time
before. The man, Captain Bill, was formerly a board of trade
man who had come out for his health. They had a comfortable home just up from the river in a big open space; right
back of the house, in fact nearly all around it, were big pine
and spruce trees. These people asked me to stay to supper
which I was glad to do. We had a fine talk and I found they
knew some people that I did in Chicago. During the afternoon the clouds had begun to gather and about the time I
was starting home it began to snow. It did not take much
urging for me to agree to spend the night. It snowed that
night and for three days; when I did try to get home 1 found
that it could not be done, so I stayed on, in fact I never left
them for five years, and fine friends they were. Bill and I
did a lot of work around the place.
One of the things we did was to make a toboggan slide
down the mountain side back of the house; it was some slide.
We made our toboggans out of thin strips of wood with
barrel staves for the front end. It was about six weeks
before I was able to get to my place as we had to cross two
pretty deep canyons and there was not much. of a trail. It
took Bill and me six hours to go the two miles, beating a
trail through the snow for the horses, in some places the
snow was five feet or over. We packed what grub etc., I
had and I never went back there to live.
Early in the new year some people opened up an iron
mine near Glorieta, so Bill and I took a couple of teams
down there and hauled ore from the mine to the railroad
.about six miles. While we were working there we took a
commission to hunt coal and iron for this company. We
started out with a buckboard and two mules and a couple
of saddle horses tied on behind, our bedding and camp outfit
being piled back of the seat. Before we got home, which was
about three months later, we had gone over the greater part
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of the Territory of New Mexico and traveled more than a
thousand miles. Wherever we could hear of any coal or iron
we would go there, look it over; if it was any good we would
locate or option it. We found some iron properties near
Santa Rita which we took an option on and which our employers worked for a good many years and so far as I know
still own.
This was a great trip, we .had many adventures but no
serious troubles. An average day was about like this: we
got up at daybreak, one of us would tend to the horses and
mules; we kept one of these tied up and turned the others
loose, hobbled, that is unless there was no feed around.
Sometimes they would stray for some distance and. in one
or two instances we lost a day hunting for them, but we
were fortunate not to lose an animal on the trip. The other
man would build a fire and get breakfast; this as a rule consisted of coffee, bacon and eggs, if we had them, or perhaps
fresh meat when we could get it, along with biscuits cooked
in a Dutch oven. We· usually tried to cook enough to last
the day so that we would not have to waste time for lunch.
As a rule we were on our way by.sunup.
Generally the roads were only trails; sometimes we
would strike a bee line and make our own road, often we
would come to a deep wash and have to pick and shovel our
way over. Only once did we have to turn back. As a rule
we took a good hour at noon to rest the team. Unless we
were making a town or ranch we would make camp fairly
early so that we could cook and take care of the stock and
get supper over before dark; thirty miles a day was our
usual day's drive. We had a water keg in the buckboard as
often we would have to ma"ke a dry camp. If we struck a
town we usually stayed a couple of days to find out all we
could about the country.
While we were on this trip, we located for ourselves some
coal lands about thirty miles south of Santa Fe, known now
as the Hagen Coal Fields. While these claims were open for
location there was a tough old nut who claimed them and
threatened to kill anyone who located on them, this made it
necessary for ~s to keep a pretty close watch. One of us
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would go down the shaft -or in the tunnel, while the other
stood watch with a gun. After we had finished the necessary
location work, we started one day for Santa Fe to have our
papers made out at the land office.
At the present time with autos and fine roads this would
be an hour's drive. We started out early one morning expecting to be in Santa Fe before dark. All the way along
we were talking about what a fine supper we would have,
for we had been on short rations. We could see Santa Fe
ahead for miles, but our team was getting slower and slower,
dark found us some miles from town, we could not get the
team off a slow walk. We had no grub or water, but knowing
we could not rruike it, we pulled off to one side of the road,
tied the team to the -wagon and made our bed along side.
Neither one said a word, we were tired and hungry and
both ready to fight at a word, the only time that Bill and
I ever came near a quarrel. We were off before day the next
morning and on our way, arriving in town about seven
o'clock, tired, dirty and hungry. As soon as we had put the
team up we first got a good drink and then what a breakfast
we did eat.
After a struggle for money, we at last got the mine
opened up and started to ship coal; it was good coal and had
a ready sale in Albuquerque. Will did the selling and outsidework and r looked after the mine; We had a thirteen mile
haul to the'railroad station which added much to our costs.
Walter and his wife soon joined us and he put his teams
to work. Everything went along fine for a couple of months,
but there was a large fly in the ointment. The Santa Fe
Railroad had their own mines in Trinidad and we were
cutting into their market. We could never get cars when
we wanted them, then to make matters worse, the siding
where we loaded was over a mile long. When they did put
a car in, it was set at the farthest end of the siding, which
meant a mile more of a pull for the teams through heavy
sand. We could not make deliveries to our customers when
we promised and soon our sales dropped. We were always
short of money as we had no working capital.
We were working about a dozen men at the mine. I was
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storekeeper, hoist man, blacksmith and about everything
else. There were several Irishmen in the crew, a hard lot,
especially one known as Big Jim ~ho was over six feet tall
and weighed around two hundred pounds, a trouble maker
and always kicking. We were much behind in our pay, so one
day the bunch struck. I was in the commissary and saw them
coming. I was all alone; as Walter, the only man I could
depend on, was hauling coal to the railroad, things looked
pretty black for me. The men, six or eight of them, came
into the store and demanded their pay at once. I had no
money, so tried to put them off. They made a lot of threats.
Finally Big Jim started for me. I was behind the counter.
I knew it was a case of mylife or theirs, so when the man
started for me I reached behind the counter for a pick
handle I kept there for emergencies, and hit him bver the
head with it; he dropped, dead to the world, then I pulled
my gun and said that I would kill the first man .who came
towards me. They evidently thought I meant it for they left.
A short time after one of them came and asked me if I
would haul them and their stuff to the railroad and send
them their money when I could. This I did with much
pleasure. Big Jim slowly came to, "Who hit me?" he asked.
I did and if you try to start anything more I will do it again.
He said, "You sure have a punch and I will bother you no
more." I bandaged him up and gave him.a drink, he went
to his cabin and slept all day. Just before dark he came to
me and said he was sorry and that I was his friend. I had
to shut the mine down, but Big Jim stayed until I had to
drive him away as I was getting short of food; after he
left I was alone.
We had a fair stock in the store so I started trading with
the Indians, there being two pueblos along the river near us.
I made a deal with a storekeeper in Wallace to furnish me
with such articles as I might need. I traded for wheat and
hides mostly, the Indians taking sugar, coffee, lard and
bright calicos for their part. In the course of the summer I
collected a carload of wheat and many hides. Almost my
only visitors were the Indians, most of whom came from
San Felipe pueblo. I found them all honest with the excep-
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tion of two or three of the younger ones who had been
educated at the Indian schools.
I often visited the Chief and he wanted to adopt me into .
the tribe, but I did not care much for that. While I was
here Cap's father and mother, who had settled some sixty
miles to the south of us, wrote that there was to be a grand
dance at their place and wanted us to come. Will, who was
then in Albuquerque, was to drive over and I was to ride
down. I started before day so as to get there as I knew of
no place where I could stop for the night, and I believed I
could make it in one day, having a good strong horse. I
rode a steady gait, some of the way over a rough country
with no road or trail. It was after dark when I got to the
place, but I was so worn out that I had to be lifted off the
horse; nevertheless I danced all night and took a girl out
for a ride the next morning.
Finally we had to give the mine up and I went to work
for the A. &. P. R. R. at Albuquerque, spending my time at
work and play about as other young men did in those days.
I look back to these days with the greatest pleasure and
am proud of the fact that, in a small way at least, I helped
to build up the country. I never expect to get again a thrill
or the same enjoyment like those of the old days. The Cowman, the Miner and the Hunter. were all my tutors and
much of the real things of life I learned from them. I am
glad that I was there soon enough to have seen the Great
Southwest when men were men and the incentive to do and
see were not softened, when travel was not easy and when
life was hard. I enjoy the modern comforts, but not for
much would I miss the satisfaction that I feel when I think
of the days gone by, with their primitive pleasures, their
hardships and above all their joy of living.

